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Into the woods 
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So, here he was again. James propped himself up along a tree trunk and watched as Kirk fussed with a picnic 
blanket. How on earth had he let Kirk talk him into this? He really didn't want to go back into these woods - 
shit, he hadn't been able to get more than a few feet into a forest since - but Kirk had whined, shouted and 
demanded until he gave in He picked at a loose thread on his t-shirt with nervous fingers and tried not to bolt 


back to the rental car. 


Lars wandered over with Rob. "So, this is it huh? It doesn't look fucking magical. Just a fucking wood, man" 

James sighed, and once again asked himself why he'd agreed to let Lars and Rob join them. Well, he hadn't so 
much agreed just not argued it when Lars announced that he'd arranged for the jet to fly them over. He had 
a sneaking suspicion that Lars just wanted to watch the fireworks when Puck failed to appear and Kirk really 


tore into him. 


Finally Kirk finished fussing with his basket and blanket. "Lead the way, James. Lets go find your mythical 
horny forest spirit. That's if he really exists, of course." With a deep sigh, James pushed himself off his tree 
and set off along the well-worn path into the woods. He really didn't want to be here. 


wouw 


At the police station James had huddled in a cell under a scratchy gray blanket. He'd given all his details and 
asked to call Rex. Of course, Rex wasn't answering his cell (God, he missed Tony) and so he was left to ponder 
his various misfortunes until he picked up his voice mail. He supposed that he'd be seeing the police doctor too. 
A cacophony of voices reached his ears and he slowly lifted his head. It looked like every fucking cop in England 
was staring at him. Clutching the blanket close he tried to press himself even closer to the wall. 


Suddenly a young looking cop pushed his way to the front. He peered closely at James, seeming to see through 
all the filth. Eyes widening comically, the cop exclaimed, "It's fucking James Hetfield! Holy shit!" 


Heads swiveled round questioningly. The cop elaborated, "You know, Metallica? Master of Puppets?" A few heads 
nodded slightly before going back to staring at him. Others looked completely blank. The young cop sighed and 
turned back to James. 


"What the fuck happened to you, Hetfield?" 
"Just fucking leave me alone." 


Slowly the cops started to trail off. Soon it was only the young cop remaining. "You guys sold out. ‘Master’ was 
the last decent thing you put out. At least there weren't any damn videos." He wandered off and James was 
left alone with his thoughts again. 


wouw 


Brushing branches away from his face, James reflected. It had been a rough period in his life, in their 
relationship too. Not long after his encounter with Puck, he'd checked himself into rehab. After setting a 
record for the longest sojourn in rehab, he'd gone home to Kirk who had been endlessly patient with him, not 
pressing him on what had happened in England until he'd woken up to find James in the throes of a wet dream. 
A particularly intense dream from which he woke up to find one hand wrapped around his cock and the other 


scratching along the deep scars on his torso. Half-awake, he whispered one word: "Puck" 
Unsurprisingly Kirk had flipped out. 


After hurling almost all of the contents of his bedroom at James, they'd finally had the conversation And of 
course, Kirk hadn't believed him. Who would? The rehab therapist in his solo sessions had looked at him as if 
he was really insane when he'd started to talk about it. He'd kept his mouth shut after that. Kirk really 
believed that he had cheated on him and concocted some wild story to cover it up. For months he'd asked 
James to just fucking admit that he cheated. Kirk could really hold a fucking grudge. 


They passed through the tree stump clearing where it had all begun. It was still stunningly pretty, but James' 


eyes were barely taking in where he was. His heart raced and his hands were clammy. He jammed them into 
his jeans pockets and gestured sharply with his shoulder that they should move off the path and into the 
depths of the wood. 


He visibly twitched when Kirk cooed over a bluebell. Oh wait, apparently it was a harebell. Same fucking 
difference right? How the hell did Kirk know anything about English flowers? Lars and Rob trailed along behind 
them, at least they seemed to be enjoying themselves. They weren't so much walking as lurching from tree to 


tree as they locked lips and groped each other lewdly. England was supposed to be romantic, right? 
After a few wrong turns, James finally led them to the banks of the stream. 


"Is this it? I's very rural, James," Kirk wrinkled his nose delicately as he looked around, "I don't see anyone but 


us here, though, James." 


"Maybe you have to summon it, or something," interjected Rob. "He probably doesn't sit around all day waiting 


for someone to ravish." 
"Ravish? What the fuck? I'm not some fucking blushing virgin, Rob!" 


It was worth a try, he supposed. The worst that could happen was that Kirk screamed even more. He was 


getting used to tuning it out though. 

"Uh, Puck? Are you there?" he mumbled. 

"Speak up James," snapped Kirk. 

So he did. 

"Puck! Get the fuck down here now!" he roared. 

"Happy now? Lets wait and see if that works." 

Grumbling, he sank to the grass and stared at the stream in front of them. Mayflies danced just above the 
waters surface in a brief but happy display of life. He hugged his knees to his chest and just wished that 
things could go back to normal. Back to before Puck had thrown his mind and relationship into turmoil. 

A chinking sound behind him alerted him to the prospect of food. That would be a welcome distraction. They 
ate in near silence. Even Lars was uncharacteristically quiet, only complaining about the lack of cellphone 
reception once or twice. Half-way through lunch, however, Kirk tossed down his bottle of water. 

"How much longer are you gonna keep up this fucking charade, James? It's fucking ridiculous! Why can't you 


just admit that you cheated..that you had some really fucked up kinky sex and then made up all this shit to 


explain it to me? You never fucking lie, so why're you doing it now, huh?" 


His diatribe was delivered in a single breath. 


James slowly counted to ten mentally, and then in German, Danish and Russian to make absolutely certain. He 
was going to kill Kirk, he could feel the anger washing over him, sending his heart racing and all his senses a- 


fire. He clenched his fists and got up to face Kirk. 


"| didn't fucking lie. | never fucking lie. You're supposed to be the spiritual one, Kirk. Why is this so fucking hard 
for you to believe, huh? It happened. | wish it hadn't, but | can't fucking change that, alright?" 


He felt sick, he knew that all this sounded completely crazy, but it was true. Wasn't this just crazy enough to 
sound true anyway? Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a fist coming towards him. Too late to dodge, he 
went down hard. 


Rob sighed deeply, got up from the grass and pulled Kirk off James. 


"Ya know, when | signed up, | never expected to be spending my time stopping you two from 


killing each other. You and Lars definitely..." 


The air rippled and shimmered beside Kirk. James blanched. As the shimmer died away, Puck could be seen, 
standing on the stream bank beside Kirk. 


A Shimmer In The Air 


James was very relieved to see that Puck was wearing his youthful, impish face today. In unison Lars, Rob and 
Kirk cautiously turned and stared at him. James had to admit that he looked great, in fact certain parts of his 


anatomy were particularly happy to see Puck, and his mind warred intensely with them. 

He was just as James had remembered him. Young, lithe and hard-bodied. As before, a bright garland of 
wildflowers perched on top of his short tousled curls. His eyes sparkled in the sun, and his surprisingly full lips 
curved in a smile as they all stared. Again, he was shirtless and simply wearing those raggedy trousers. There 


was still a certain tell-tale agelessness around his eyes though. 


A soft purr escaped Puck's lips. "Merry met, friend James! New playthings for me?" He slithered over to Kirk 
and ground himself obscenely against Kirk's hip whilst licking lasciviously down his cheek. 


James strode forward and tried to knock Puck away from Kirk. Laughing, Puck easily skipped away from him. 
Growling, James pushed Kirk protectively behind him. "Don't fucking touch him, fucker." His eyes followed Puck 
closely as the being danced over to Lars and Rob whom he eyed speculatively. 

Reaching out his hand, Puck picked up a hank of Rob's hair and let it slowly trickle through his fingers. 

"Such glorious hair..wild man," he purred. 


Moving onto Lars, he stared closely into the Dane's eyes. 


"Be you an elf or a dwarf, little one?" he asked, cocking his head and looking seriously at Lars. "A gnome, 
mayhap?" 


Rob stifled a burst of laughter as Lars glared furiously at Puck. 
"Neither. l'm a human, and | don't fucking appreciate remarks like that," he spat out. 
Puck laughed and danced a little jig. 


Turning back to James and Kirk he asked, "What brings thee back to my wood, friend James? And with such 


delicious company.” 


James scowled. "Kirk," he said, jabbing his thumb over his shoulder, "wanted to meet you. To know that you 
were real and that what happened was real too. And now that he does, we're fucking leaving.” Turning upon his 


heel, he found that Kirk had chosen that moment to dart past him. 


"You fucking bastard" Kirk's voice was ominously even, his words almost hissing from his mouth. He stood 
almost toe to toe with Puck. "What kind of sick fuck rapes someone, huh? People actually worship something as 


ugly and cruel as you?" He stopped to take a breath. 


Puck cocked his head, as if listening to someone or something else. A huge grin appeared on his face, and he 
nodded thoughttully. As Kirk began to open his mouth again, Puck lazily waved a hand and Kirk disappeared in a 
shimmer. All that remained were some golden motes which floated in the air for a moment before winking out 


of existence. 
James, Lars and Rob stared with horror at the empty space where Kirk had been 


"What the fuck did you do, Puck? Did you turn him into something or send him somewhere else?" James 
advanced upon Puck, looking both feral and menacing. Lars grabbed his arm and hissed at him, "Did you hit 
your head before or after you got fucked, James? Remember what happened last time. Don't piss him off, 
okay?" 


Puck waved his hands vaguely. They all quickly took a step back. "Fear not, he is safely with my liege. Lord 


Oberon wished to meet with a mortal, you shall see him again anon 


"Bring him back. Now," James ground out, from between gritted teeth. Both Rob and Lars were now hanging 
onto him, in an effort to prevent him from doing something monumentally stupid like hitting Puck. Not that 
anyone seemed to be able to lay a finger on Puck unless he wanted it to happen. But still.. 


| cannot. Lord Oberon will return him, when his curiosity is satiated." Puck didn't look at all apologetic; a 


mischievous glint shone in his eyes. "| have business elsewhere in my woods, James. We will meet again before 


the night is done." 


He turned and casually strolled down the bank to the water's edge. As he walked the air rippled around him. 
They watched helplessly, and with some astonishment, as Puck's body shifted into that of an otter and dived 
into the stream. Within seconds they lost sight of the otter. 


"Oh shit, he doesn't just do deer," James blurted out. 


wuwu 


Kirk found himself elsewhere. One minute he'd been standing by the stream with everyone else, screaming 
abuse at Puck, then there had been a sudden, dizzying lurch. Now he was alone in a perfectly circular clearing. 
Fear rose bitterly in his throat and he quickly glanced all around him and up into the trees. He seemed to be 


alone, at least, for now. 


Sinking down onto the grass, he pulled his body into a familiar pose and tried to bring order to his thoughts. He 
had to admit that there did seem to be some truth to James’ wild story. He'd seen Puck. Okay, so he hadn't 
announced his name, but from James’ reaction he knew exactly who he was looking at. James had been afraid, 


for them both, and angry too. He sighed deeply and closed his eyes. 


It had been humiliating. Few people knew about his relationship with James but it was enough to make him 


deeply uncomfortable that everyone knew James had had a tryst in the woods with someone else. He'd thought 
that bailing James out had been embarrassing enough, but the continued tabloid attention on both sides of the 
Atlantic had been even worse. James had missed most of it, whilst tucked away safely in rehab, but he'd 
borne the brunt of it. Even after all the speculation James had still refused to go public; no one dared ask him 
directly about his relationship with Kirk so he had no idea how intense the scrutiny was. The dream had been 
the last straw. 


Puck was very pretty, in a wild and untamed way of course. He supposed that was why James had dreamed of 


him. Rationally he knew he had nothing to worry about, but he still felt hurt and pissed off. 


Suddenly he felt watched. The fear that he had tamped down rose abruptly again. Moving slowly out of his 


lotus position, he looked around him as casually as possible. Was it Puck? 


On the edge of the clearing stood a tall man. He made no attempt to hide himself, rather, he was simply 


waiting for Kirk to notice his presence. 


As he stood up, the man stalked towards him. He sucked in a breath as the sunlight struck the stranger and 


revealed his features. It wasn't Puck; this man was older, more beautiful and infinitely more dangerous. 


"My Puck said thou were comely but | fear he misspoke. Thou art beautiful" The stranger's voice was 


melodious and probably soothing under other circumstances. However, fear still danced down Kirk's spine. 


"I have heard much of mortals in this last year. My Puck, merry prankster he is, speaketh most fondly of his 
tryst by the babbling brook with the fair-headed mortal who screamed so prettily.’ 


Kirk thought for a moment, translating the strangers words in his head. A ripple of shock rang through his 
mind and all he could think was James 


"Your Puck?" asked Kirk, slowly, taking another careful step backwards. "Puck was real, and everyone knows 
that he served Oberon, and you're here, so you must be." Kirk's babble was interrupted by a delighted laugh 


from the stranger. 


"Oberon. | am he." 


wouw 


| really don't think we should split up, guys" said Rob, worriedly. He cast another look around them, paying 
special attention to the water's edge. 


"Motherfuck! There's no fucking cellphone reception out here!" Lars shook his cell wildly as if that would 
somehow improve the situation "Maybe if | climbed a tree?" He looked around speculatively before walking over 
to the nearest tree. "James, do you think this tree is tall enough? What about this one?" he pointed to the 


next one. 


James sighed deeply. His palm itched; turning his hand over he realized that he'd been unconsciously digging his 
nails into the soft flesh there for quite some time. Flakes of dried blood drifted to the ground as he flexed it 
experimentally. Already blood had been spilt. He hoped to hell that Kirk wasn't bleeding too. 


"We're splitting up, and that's final." He tossed a couple of bottles of water to Lars and Rob before standing up. 
"We need to find him fast, then get the fuck out of here." 


The Relentless Pursuit of Pleasure 


Author's Notes: 
Huge thanks to Andy for the superb beta. Thanks also to Butterscotch for breaking my writer's block. 


Rob walked along the dirt trail, nervous. Every so often he cast a glance over his shoulder in case Puck was 
creeping up behind him; he was certain that splitting up was the worst possible thing to have done, but James 
had been insistent. Nice as it was to have the Mighty Hetfield back for a little while, he really wished that he'd 
been a little more rational - everyone knew that bad things happened when you split up to find someone; it 


was a mainstay of hundreds of horror movies! 
After a few minutes he noticed that a small grey rabbit had started to lope after him, apparently deliberately. 


Turning, he stared at the rabbit. Could it be Puck? If he could do otters and deer, then there was every 
chance that this rabbit was him... 


He stooped and stared hard at the rabbit. Nose wrinkling, it looked back at him unblinkingly. "Where's Kirk?" he 
demanded, in his best Hetfield~esque growl. 


"Do you speak to the air?" inquired a laughing voice from behind him. Rob yelped and turned quickly; it was 
Puck. Looking back over his shoulder, he found that the bunny was still there, twitching its nose happily. Puck 
pushed past him and knelt by the rabbit. Silent conversation seemed to pass between the two. 


Rob couldn't help but admire the curve of Puck's ass as he bent down. He had to admit that James did have 
great taste in men, even if he lacked any common sense whatsoever. He quickly dragged his eyes back to eye- 
level as Puck stood up; this guy, creature, being, whatever was the most sexual person he'd ever met. Kirk 
was definitely sex-on-legs but this Puck guy was in a league of his own; he oozed sex and promises of 


pleasure with every breath and step he took He was startled to find that he was licking his lips hungrily as he 
stared at Puck. 


The rabbit hopped past them and disappeared behind a moss covered fallen tree. 

Puck grinned. He slithered close to Rob again, circling around him like a prowling animal; his feral eyes roamed 
over Rob's body, lighting on the heavily muscled arms and legs. Again he reached out a hand and ran it 
through Rob's hair, purring appreciatively as the silken strands flowed through his fingers. He eventually 
pressed closer to Rob, close enough that his breath caressed the sensitive skin on Rob's neck. 


‘| must confess, | am quite fixed upon your hair, friend Robert: 


Puck nipped sharply at Rob's neck before slowly raking his fingers through his hair again. He soothed the bite 


with a few cat-like licks before biting again a little further down; panic began to bubble through Rob's veins, 
but at the same time, a slow burn began. He tried to pull away from Puck, but the teeth only bit further into 
his flesh. 


“Stop, man," whimpered Rob. He could feel Puck grin against his neck in response. 


Slowly, Puck walked Rob backwards to the fallen tree and pressed lightly upon his shoulders. Rob sat; his mind 


was spinning in confusion and he was more than a little horny. Was this real? 


Puck bent down slightly and licked and nipped along Rob's jaw whilst continuing to pet his hair. His roving fingers 
alternated between stroking and tugging gently. Occasionally his fingers caressed the nape of Rob's neck and ran 
Teasingly along his shoulders, digging into the tense muscles there and then dancing away again to tease 


somewhere else. 


Puck nudged Rob's knees apart and moved between them. His hands were exploring as much of Rob's skin as 
possible, but always returning to the glorious smoothness of his hair which he seemed to find irresistible. He 
tangled his hand in it once more and tipped his head back before diving in for a brutal kiss; when he pulled 


back, Rob's breathing was uneven, coming in short pants, and a trickle of blood seeped from his bottom lip. 


After a while, Rob's hands stole up Puck's legs and rested on his hips. Who knew that having your hair played 
with could be so erotic? He slowly began to rub small circles over Puck's hips and ass, occasionally breaking his 
rhythm to squeeze and fondle the firm cheeks. Puck moaned and pushed back against his hands, silently 
demanding more; emboldened by this tacit approval, Rob slipped his hands under Puck's ragged trousers, 
cupping and fondling his ass again before sliding his hands round and running his callused fingers over the hard 
cock which lay within. The fingers tangled in his hair flexed convulsively. 


His breathing was ragged and his fingers trembled as he leaned forward and tried to pull the knotted waistband 
open. The knot eluded his shaking fingers and finally he just ripped the trousers off. Puck stood before him, 
gloriously naked and bathed in golden sunlight. 


Rob stopped and simply stared for a few minutes; Puck was beautiful and hung like a donkey too. Christ, what 
a cock... He leaned forward again and nibbled along the firm ridges of Puck's abdomen before licking teasing 
circles around his navel, Puck tasted fresh, wild and a little spicy. He wanted more.. and now. He flicked his 
tongue out tentatively, barely grazing the head of Puck's cock and after a few experimental licks he shifted off 
the fallen tree and willingly dropped to his knees. Fuck, if it wasn't real it was the best damn dream he'd ever 


had. 


Puck murmured approvingly and canted his hips forward. Rob wrapped an arm around his legs before running 
his tongue around the swollen head and probing his tongue into the tip of Puck's cock As he settled into a 
rhythm, Puck's hands ghosted over his hair; stroking and smoothing it. A sudden flash of inspiration hit him, he 
wrapped a hank of hair around his free hand and then rolled Puck's balls with it, squeezing gently. 


For this he was rewarded with a deep moan as Puck's fingers twisted sharply in his hair. Abruptly the fisted 


hands pulled his head back, and Puck began to fuck his mouth harshly; Rob groaned and tried to pull away to 
catch his breath, but Puck held him fast and continued to abuse his mouth. After a few minutes, he stiffened 
and gave a low groan, cock swelling and pulsing as he came hard. Panting, he relaxed his grip on Rob's hair and 
pulled back slightly; as his softening cock slipped past Rob's lips a few strands of semen dripped out. In a daze, 
Rob licked at them and then sat back; one hand quickly slipping inside his shorts to tug at his own impatient 


cock. 


Once his breathing returned to normal, Puck pushed Rob against the tree trunk and knelt between his legs. He 
clawed at Rob's baggy shorts until they fell away in tatters revealing his hard and copiously weeping cock. In 
one smooth motion he swallowed Rob's cock and slid his hands under Rob's ass to lift him closer to his mouth; 
Rob desperately tried to arch up and set his own rhythm, but Puck sucked him relentlessly and soon he felt 


himself falling over that blessed edge into oblivion 


Puck licked up a few stray drops of semen before releasing his grip on Rob's hips and standing up. "Not bad as 
mortals go," he reflected, but he yearned for another taste of the fair-headed ore... 


Almost forgotten, Rob slowly slid down the tree trunk to the ground; his eyes fluttering wildly and body 
trembling in the aftermath of his mind blowing orgasm. His mind felt almost as tattered as his shorts were; 
Puck's face suddenly appeared in front of him, grinning broadly. Stretching out his hand, he gently stroked 
Rob's eyes closed and simply said, "Sleep." 


Rob snored gently as he immediately fell into a profoundly unnatural deep sleep. His last coherent thoughts 

were of flowers, spices and rabbits; he had completely forgotten about Kirk and James' frantic demands. Some 
large rabbits boldly hopped over to him and curled into the comfortingly muscular planes of his body. Humming 
happily to himself at the thought of hearing James' sweet screams once more, Puck turned and began to walk 


along the track. 


After a few yards, he shimmered and disappeared. 


wouw 


So this was Oberon, Kirk thought, eying him cautiously. He was very beautiful, but at the same time just too 
beautiful; not one part of him imperfect or interesting or eyecatching. He looked like he belonged on the cover 
of a trashy romance novel clutching a swooning maiden rather than standing in the middle of the woods; his 
thoughts turned to James - now he was truly interesting, with layers and years of experiences that had 
moulded and shaped his personality. In comparison, Oberon seemed powerful but pretty bland. Perfect in the 
way that a Barbie doll was perfect; some fantastical wet dream rather than an individual in his own right. 


He was dragged away from his musings by a rough finger stroking down his jaw. Jerking his head back, he 
realized that he'd been so lost in thought that Oberon had moved right beside him, an unmistakable look of 


ardour burning in his eyes. 


"Get the fuck off me, man," he snapped, moving back and putting some distance between them again. 


"So beautiful,” Oberon murmured as he stalked towards Kirk again, apparently determined not to be put off. 
"Look, I'm not interested. Fuck off" 


Kirk spotted a break in the shrubbery and set off quickly towards it. He wanted to find James and the rest of 
the guys and get the fuck out of this crazy forest as fast as possible, never to return James had been right; 
this was a bad idea. 


The path through the shrubbery wasn't so much a path as a rabbit trail. Kirk shoved his way through, 
snapping off branches with a complete disregard for all the scratches that were appearing on his forearms 
and shins; the trail eventually widened out to a proper path that twisted and turned like a corkscrew, totally 
confusing his somewhat sketchy sense of direction. Before he realised what was happening, he found himself 
back in the clearing which he'd just left. He glared furiously at Oberon, black eyes snapping with anger. 


"Did you do that? What the fuck are you playing at? Let me go--" 


Oberon tangled his fingers in the hair at the nape of Kirk's neck and kissed him soundly. Kirk pushed and 
wriggled his fingers between their bodies and shoved Oberon away from him; he spat onto the ground and 
wiped his mouth on the back of his arm. 


"Do you find me so repulsive?" asked Oberon, sounding faintly amused. "No mortal has ever refused me before. 


| can show you such pleasure such as to leave you mindless, drooling and spoiled for any other.” 
Kirk could swear that Oberon was beginning to pout at him. This was too fucking priceless for words. 


"Let me see," he snarled. "You abduct me, your fucking psychotic son is out there doing fuck knows what to 
my fucking boyfriend, and you think I'm going to let you fuck me? Are you completely fucking insane, man?" 


Oberon ignored his tirade. Reaching out he gracefully caught hold of one of Kirk's hands; rubbing gently at the 
wrist, he gazed deeply into Kirk's eyes. 


Kirk felt a dragging sensation in his head. Random fragments of memories flashed past his mind's eye as if his 
brain was being sifted through by Oberon Glimpses of lazy Sunday mornings in bed with James, the flash of 
cameras as he and Lars swapped spit in front of the harsh glare of the media, and stolen moments in 


darkened corridors with... 


Oberon made a soft, satisfied noise in the back of his throat. The swirling, dancing images abruptly ceased, Kirk 
lurched backwards, pulling his hand out of Oberon's grasp. "What the fuck was that?" he snarled, as he 


retreated to the far side of the clearing in confusion. 


Oberon gave no answer, but his features began to delicately shift and alter even as Kirk watched. Turning his 
head slightly, his face fell into shadow until all that could be seen was his hair: the mane of dark curls writhed 
momentarily before the jet-black began to bleed away, lock by lock, to leave ash blond in its place. The curls 


gave one final shudder before relaxing into poker straightness. 
"Perhaps this countenance will be more pleasing to your eyes." 


Oberon stepped forward, a shaft of sunlight sending the shadows that had surrounded him scurrying away. His 
face had changed and was now very familiar; Jerry. Fucking Jerry Cantrell 


| know you find this face attractive. Your mind revealed many secrets to me." Oberon smirked in a terrifying 


mimicry of Jerry's favourite twisted expression. 


"You think | want to fuck Jerry? After all the shit he pulled on me? You've got to be fucking kidding!" Kirk's 
mouth worked faster than his brain. Once it caught up, he blanched. "He read my mind?" he whispered to 
himself. 


Sighing deeply, Oberon slipped his hand into his trousers. It came out a few minutes later holding a small 
leather bag; pulling at the drawstrings, he suddenly snapped out his arm and the contents of the bag flew out 
over Kirk in a fine, glittering shower. Small motes of the dust hung lazily in the air before slowly settling onto 


his face and hair. 


He coughed and spluttered as he staggered backwards, alas, he only succeeded in swallowing great gulping 
breaths of dust-laden air. As his wheezing died down, a slow, growling burn sprang to insistent life in the pit of 


his stomach. 


"Feeling better?" Oberon asked slyly, fingering his own cock through his skintight trousers. The bag lay, 


completely emptied, on the grass between them. 


Kirk growled and glanced down at himself. He was completely covered in a fine coating of the gold dust. "What 
the fuck is this stuff?" 


He tried to brush some of the shimmering dust off, but it seemed to be stuck fast making him look like some 
sort of Egyptian god. His head swam and his cock throbbed, what the fuck had Jerry - no, Oberon, Oberon, 

remember that its Oberon - done to him? Sucking in a deep breath of air, he tried to back away from Jerry 
but his legs wouldn't cooperate; they seemed to be obeying the insistent demands of his cock rather than the 


small part of his brain which was still coherent. 


Slowly he tottered over to Jerry who was still smirking. Wobbling slightly, he tried to focus his eyes - the 


world was blurred and daubed with gold, indistinct and smeary. 
"What did you do, man?" 


He shook his head vigorously, trying to clear out the fogginess which had pervaded it, pushing out almost all 
rational thought and leaving only burning lust behind. Slowly he brought his head up, and his eyes locked with 


Jerry's. Oberon no more, all Kirk perceived now was exactly what his opponent wanted him to see. 


Moving swiftly forward, Kirk roughly pushed Jerry against a tree, not caring that he'd banged Jerry's head 
painfully off a low-lying branch; a few flakes of bark fell off as Jerry's head was unceremoniously banged 
against the branch again as Kirk ground himself against him and kissed him brutally. Jerry stood woodenly for 
a moment, stunned into immobility by the force and then tried to buck his hips forward against Kirk's erection 
Kirk simply stepped back and let him stumble forward, ripping out a few strands of hair, which had caught 
fast in the tree bark, as he did so. 


Popping the button on his shorts, he quickly slipped out of them and gave his dick a few hard tugs. Some dust 
transferred to his cock as he stroked, leaving it flecked and streaked with gold and gleaming in the sunlight. He 
stepped back to Jerry and forced him down to his knees, snarling at him as he did so. 


“Suck my cock, bitch." 


Kirk tangled his hands in Jerry's silvery hair and shoved his cock between those thin lips. Jerry moaned 
gratefully as he took Kirk's length into his mouth - it had been so very long... 


"You just had to fucking push me, didn't you?" gasped Kirk, breath stolen by sensation, "you always did like 
seeing how far you could take things..." 


He grunted as he rammed his cock down Jerry's throat. God, this felt good! It'd been so long since he'd topped, 
and he was completely fixated on savouring every moment of it. He exulted in the feeling of complete 


dominance over another being, a strong and dominant man in his own right submitting so totally to his desire. 


He roughly pushed Jerry away; seconds later he was kneeling on the grass beside him and quickly peeling away 
the skin-tight trousers that he wore. Jerry's - no Oberon's, he shook his head, no.. - cock sprang out, 
quivering with excitement and was resoundingly ignored by Kirk who flipped him over as soon as the trousers 


were gone. 


"This may hurt a little," Kirk smirked darkly, even though Jerry couldn't see him. Lining himself up, he roughly 
thrust into Jerry's opening and pushed his way home. Short yelps and grunts filled the air as Kirk held Jerry's 
hips still with an iron grip and gave a few sharp jabs with his own. 


Apart from the sounds of hard fucking, the clearing was utterly silent. No birds could be heard singing a 
farewell to the sun, nor hooting a welcome to the moon. It was eerie; almost as if the flora and fauna of the 
wood had collectively turned their backs and were desperately trying not to witness the humiliation of their 
Lord. Even the blades of grass under them seemed to be trying to retreat within the earth. 


Kirk tangled one hand in Jerry's hair and pulled his head back; dimly he registered the deep moans which 
slipped from Jerry's mouth between panting breaths. His hips pistoned faster; jerking Jerry's hair again he 
stifled his grunt of orgasm within a deep bite to the side of the bared neck which lay before him. 


As he slumped over Jerry he lazily gave a few last strokes, enjoying the sensation of almost floating on a 


river of his own warm slickness. Jerry's moans had turned into a high-pitched whine as he desperately tried 
to grind his dick into the grass; absentmindedly, he slipped his free hand beneath them and lightly brushed his 
fingertips past Jerry's cock. 


Jerry yelped and bucked wildly, almost managing to throw Kirk off. A wet warmth doused Kirk's questing hand, 
and the silky hair he still held clenched in one fist flexed of its own accord. Startled, he turned his head and 
looked down; Jerry's silvery hair had turned to slightly coarse black curls not dissimilar to his own. Blinking he 
looked again only to find that he once more held the familiar silvery blond locks in his hand. 


As Jerry's breathing returned to normal a distant scream echoed through the woods. It was hard to be 
certain whether the scream was one of agony or pleasure; it seemed to walk a knife's edge between the two 


and sounded..oddly familiar. The hairs raised on the back of Kirk's neck at the desperate sound. 


Suddenly the enormity of what he had done crashed down upon him. He'd cheated on James and all but raped 
Jerry. No. Not Jerry. Never Jerry. Oberon... 


Roughly pulling out of Oberon's asshole, he scrambled backwards and stared at the faery with horror-stricken 
eyes; Oberon chose that moment to turn over and stretch, languorous as a satisfied cat. A dreamy smile 


played over his face as he trailed his fingertips through the cum splattered on his lower belly. 


Oberon delicately licked his fingers clean and raised up to a half-sitting position. "I had hoped to make thee mine 
new consort," he said as he carefully pushed himself upright. A small sound escaped Kirk's mouth as he 
started to either apologise or protest; he hadn't decided which, and his mind warred with the desire to do both. 
Oberon made a shushing sound and fluttered his fingers before he smiled indulgently at Kirk and continued. 


"However, | see that thou art matched truly to thine lover. Do not forget this night when thou see'st him in 


the morn" 
Kirk shook his head. He still felt a little muzzy. A little? Christ, he hadn't felt this wasted in a long, long time. 
"What was that shit? In the bag?" 


"That? ‘Twas faery dust. A potent aphrodisiac, amongst many other miraculous things, it can also reveal that 
which lies hidden within.. no matter how deeply.” 


With these words, Oberon stood up and rubbed his ass exaggeratedly with a wink. He bowed floridly to Kirk; and 
then as he straightened he slowly faded away. The only reminder of his presence was a glistening patch of 
cum on the grass and the sick, horrified feeling at the bottom of Kirk's stomach. 


Sleep did not come quickly or easily to Kirk. He had much to contemplate- past, present and future-before he 
fell into a deep sleep, filled with dark unsettling dreams of Oberon and Puck gleefully ripping himself and James 
to shreds. 


The dreadful, tortured scream he'd heard earlier echoed all night long in his dreams. 


TBC 


Blessed Oblivion 


Author's Notes: 
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inspiration :) 


Lars decided that he'd find Kirk much faster if he could get to higher ground. After walking around a little, he 
found a winding path that looked as if it went slightly uphill. Figuring that this was better than nothing, he 
began to follow it. Along the way he picked up an odd little stone; flat, almost perfectly round with a little hole 
through the center. He held the stone up to the sun, squinted and then peered through the hole. Shaking his 
head at his own foolishness, he slipped the stone into his pocket and started walking along the path again. 


Was that music he could hear? Reaching the top of the hill, he looked around. He certainly had a great view 
over the woods, but he could see no trace of Kirk. Just four tiny women, even shorter than he, dancing hand 
in hand in a circle. The air rippled with their gay laughter as they whirled faster and faster. They seemed to 
be wearing thin strips of sheer fabric which shimmered as they danced and changed colour like spilled gas on 
concrete. He couldn't see a band or even a stereo, but the music continued to keep pace with the dancers. 


Intrigued, he slid and stumbled his way down the hillside. 


The women caught sight of him as they whirled around madly. The invisible musicians stopped playing; in a 
trice they were standing before him, giggling behind their hands. 


"Hail!" 

"Hail!" 

"Hail!" 

"Hail!" 

Lars blinked, then squinted up to the sky, checking for inclement weather. 

"Uh, hail?" he said slowly. 

All four women giggled in unison, settling their wispy clothing shimmering again. ‘Gossamer’, his mind supplied. 
The effect was rather psychedelic and a little erotic too. Up close he wasn't just seeing hints of skin, he could 


see everything.. including the delicate wings each sported upon their back More faeries... 


"Not hal, silly! It's midsummer! Hello!" said the one wearing blue. 


Lars felt supremely stupid and also a little tongue-tied. He mulled this over for a few minutes, the silence was 


kinda nice... 
"Uh... tm looking--" 
"im Cobweb!" 


The tallest faerie, although that was still pretty fucking small, gave him a huge smile as she spoke. The others 
followed suit. 


"I'm Mustardseed!" 
"l'm Peaseblossom!" 


"And I'm Moth!" chimed in the smallest faerie. 


Lars blinked. The women had all spoken on top of each other; he got a brief flash of what it was like when he 
spoke. 


Mustardseed, or was it Cobweb--he had forgotten already--grabbed his hand and tugged him toward the 


center of the clearing. "Dance with us, do!" 

He reluctantly tugged his hand away. As gorgeous as these faeries were he had to find Kirk and get out of 
here. These woods were odd, everything felt strange and dangerous. At least these ones didn’t look feral, like 
Puck. 


"Shit, | can't... I'm looking for my friend. Um, he's taller than me," Lars gestured vaguely, "long curly black hair.. 


have you seen him? 


In unison, all four women shook their heads and then proceeded to speak all at once, their musical voices 


intertwining until it was impossible to know which one was which. 
"Taller than you? Why only Oberon could be taller than you." 
"No, no, Moth. This mortal is taller than Lord Oberon" 

"Ooooh, he's so tall. As tall as a giant!" 

“Such muscles...” 


At this, Lars straightened even further and puffed out his chest a little. Cobweb carefully tip-toed up to him 
and pressed a soft kiss to his cheek. Buoyed by her success, the other faeries crowded around him and 
peppered his face with tiny kisses, giggling as they darted away after each kiss. Once again, Mustardseed 


grabbed his hand and whirled him around; this time he did not resist and let her tug him into the trampled 


circle. 


wouw 


The invisible musicians struck up a merry tune and one of the other faeries grabbed his other hand. Whirling 
madly they laughed and danced, finally collapsing breathless to the grass in a giggling, writhing heap of bodies. 
The faeries slowly untangled themselves, moving carefully so as not to damage their wings which sparkled in 
the afternoon sun. 


Mustardseed kissed him passionately, her tongue probing deeply within his mouth, heading his own on a merry 
dance. Just as his hands were reaching to pull her closer for another lusty kiss, she slithered down his body 
to kneel between his legs. He glimpsed a wicked smile before the other faeries crowded around him, kissing and 


licking at his face. 


Barely covered breasts filled his view as the fae lavished attention on him; he eagerly lifted his arms as they 
tugged his t-shirt off and then, just as eagerly, he brushed aside the gossamer worn by one of the faeries 
and captured a nipple between his lips. Pulling it into his mouth, he sucked and rolled his tongue around the 
hard nub, smiling at the moan and excited beating of wings this elicited. His hands roamed freely, fondling, 


caressing and exploring every inch of skin that he could find. 


Distracted by the bounty surrounding him, he didn't notice Mustardseed stripping his shorts off and nibbling 
up his thighs. He did, however, notice the hot wet mouth which suddenly engulfed his cock. Moaning he bucked 
upwards, trying to bury himself in her throat. "Fuckl", he gasped, before Peaseblossom swallowed his curses 


with a lusty kiss. 


The lips surrounding his cock seemed to smile at that, then slowly pulled back, up his shaft, licking as they 
moved. Another mouth joined Mustardseed, following in her wake, their tongues seeming to meld together. 
Struggling to sit up and see what was actually happening he saw Mustardseed and Cobweb taking turns to lick 
over the head of his cock, lapping up his pre-come. Fascinated, he stilled his hands as he watched them. 


Overwhelmed with sensation, his eyes drifted shut as the fae continued their ministrations, only to fly open a 
few moments later as a sharp hiss split the air. Mustardseed jerked her head up and snarled again at the 
other fae, baring her sharp teeth. Cobweb ignored her and sucked enthusiastically at Lars's cock as the others 


cringed away, nervously glancing at each other. 


Glaring at Cobweb, Mustardseed hissed malevolently until her sister finally took notice and cringed away from 
the attack. The fae leapt into the air, their wings beating loudly, Lars watched in amazement as they shrank 
with a "pop!" to almost the size of his thumb, hovered by Mustardseed's head for a few moments--small 
voices chattering angrily--before zooming away into the trees. In the twilight, they soon became nothing more 


than tiny sparkling dots of light. 


Lars stared open-mouthed after the faeries. "What the fuck was that about?" 


Mustardseed shrugged elegantly, and with that single movement the gossamer covering her body fell away. 
Rolling his balls in her hand, she said sweetly, but with an undeniable hint of triumphant steel: 


"Mine." 


She pushed him back onto the grass and straddled his hips, sinking down onto his cock with a groan. The 
music-~still thrumming in the background--shifted into a more aggressive beat, matching their rhythm as she 
ground against him, his hands running all over her, gripping her bottom and helping her slam down onto him, 
hair flying all over the place as her head thrashed around. He skimmed his hands up her back, rubbing and 
stroking around the base of the wings; he stifled a chuckle when he saw that he was making the wings quiver 
and felt Mustardseed moan. 


Lars fondled and tweaked her nipples, marvelling all the while over her tiny waist. She seemed so tiny and 
fragile, but maybe--he thought, almost lost in the sweet, hot tightness sliding up and down his cock--that's 
just because of the wings. She was certainly riding him energetically enough; he fleetingly wondered if they 
were being watched by ghosts and ghouls, or similar? Voyeuristic faeries, just how big an audience did they 


have? 


He was distracted by a warning nip to his throat, obviously, reading minds was part of her repertoire. He 
concentrated on her physical realities instead, currently weaving and plunging above him. Willowy figure, long 
brown wavy hair, bright smile; her iridescent wings fluttered madly when she came and trembled as she 


collapsed, panting, onto his chest. 


Her wings occasionally trembled as she regained her composure, and Lars gently lifted her chin with a finger 
and kissed her again. She sighed, hooding her eyes before giving a little giggle and snuggling closer to him. He 


pulled her close, and gave in to the pleasant post-coital glow of warm bodies and satiated lust. 


She finally fell asleep, curled up on his chest, and it was bare moments before he was snoring too. 


wouw 


James was panicking; fear gnawed at his guts and threatened to burst out of him. Three hours of trekking 
through the woods and he hadn't found any trace of Kirk. Not a sound, or even a tiny scrap of fabric caught 
on a branch. He angrily scuffed his foot at a broken branch which lay in his way before rounding a bend in the 
path. He stopped and stared. At one side of the path lay Puck, stretched out naked on a large boulder and 


basking in the early evening sun. 


His jeans, already snug, tightened uncomfortably. He slipped a hand into his pocket to adjust himself and his 
hand brushed against a small tube. He flushed slightly. 


Striding forward he demanded brusquely of Puck, "Where the fuck did you send Kirk? | can't fucking find him 


anywhere. If you've hurt him..." 


Puck grinned toothily before answering. "My king desired to meet with him. He hath heard much of mortals in 


this last year. So, | sent him along his merry way." Cocking his head, he shut his eyes for a few minutes. "He 
is safe and.. satiated. Thou shalt see him after dawns break." 


Sliding gracefully off the rock, he stretched, arching his whole body towards the evening sun. 
"Play now? Or hunt again?" 


James grinned and reached for Puck. "Play," he said. 


wouw 


A sweet smell drifted to his nose. After a few seconds he placed it: honey. Fucking honey. 


"Wait," James twisted out of Puck's grip and rummaged around in his pile of clothes. "Use this," he handed Puck 
the small tube of lube which had lain in waiting in the pocket of his jeans. "It took hours to get that shit off 


last time." Puck stared curiously at the unfamiliar shape and colours of the tube but made no move to open it. 


Exasperated, he grabbed the tube back from Puck and squeezed a big glob of lube out onto Puck's hand. He 
quickly scooped some of the lube back onto his own fingers and slowly and teasingly coated Puck's cock with it. 
Turning, he bent over the boulder slightly and hoped Puck would get the message. 


Two fingers abruptly thrust into his asshole. He yelped and tried to breath deeply but only succeeded in losing 
more breath as sharp nails raked over his prostate. Equally sharp teeth sunk into the nape of his neck as Puck 
thrust and twisted his fingers harshly. A third and then a fourth joined them; he tried to buck away but 
there was nowhere to go. The immovable rock lay before him and behind him Puck's fingers were pushing him 


to the limits of his pain-threshold. 


The fingers slowly slid out and were quickly replaced by Puck's much larger cock. A brief flare of pain flashed 
through him before being driven out by a blinding amount of pleasure as Puck buried himself balls-deep within 
him. They both groaned loudly. 


With each thrust from Puck, his cock rubbed over the rough stone of the boulder. It had looked much 
smoother before he'd spreadeagled himself over it. Still, the pain was welcome.. it sharpened and somehow 


drew out every motion they made. 


Puck's needle-sharp nails dug into his wrists as he shifted his balance and buried himself deeper in James' ass. 
James' body thrummed with lust and frustration, he desperately wanted to touch Puck, his cock, anything 


Puck growled softly and released his hands. A hot rough, tongue dragged along his spine, licking up the blood 
which continued to ooze from the wound on his neck. Whilst Puck was distracted, James stealthily slid a hand 
down the rock, heading towards his throbbing cock. In a flash, Puck had grabbed the wandering hand painfully 
tightly, and firmly brought it back above James’ head. Bringing his mouth to the same level as James’ ear, he 
growled "Stay." His admonishment was punctuated by a sharp nip to the earlobe. 


Puck clawed his nails down James’ back; viciously slashing through the scar tissue he had inflicted months 
earlier. A strangled scream bubbled from James' lips; he thrashed his head and bucked backwards, fucking 
himself on Puck's cock. With a wide grin, Puck pounded harder within James driving his body hard against the 
bloody skin. The skin on his chest had been painted a dark and primal red, more akin to tribal paintings than a 
modern art canvas. As they strained towards completion, the heady scent of honey reached James' nose again. 
Snapping his head up, he quickly glanced around. Puck's hands were gripping his hips tightly and he could see no 
honeycomb. The only thing that seemed new or out of place, to his lust-filled eyes, was a creeping vine atop 
the boulder which seemed to have burst into bloom. At least it wasn't bluebells. 


His eyes drifted closed again as Puck's hand ghosted over his swollen cock; his balls, already ripe with pleasure 
drew up even higher. An eerie keening noise raised the hairs on the back of his neck; seconds later he realized 
that the unearthly noise was coming from him. Puck hissed approvingly and tightened his grip on James' cock; 
a heartbeat later and a wild scream rang out through the woods. A banshee would have been proud to have 


screamed so sweetly, reflected Puck, as he too, fell over the edge into oblivion 


They collapsed to the mossy grass together, still joined, muscles convulsing with aftershocks. "Goodbye, friend 
James," said Puck softly. He pressed an astonishingly tender kiss to James’ slack lips before pulling out of him. 
Rolling to his feet, he absently rubbed a hand over the rapidly drying blood on his torso. As flakes of blood fell 
to the earth below they were covered by a blanket of fast-encroaching honeysuckle. Puck grinned broadly as 


James, who was beginning to doze, was slowly covered with the fragrant blooms. 


wouw 


Lorg, elegant fingers tapped out an impatient rhythm upon the arm of a rustic throne. Titania, Queen of the 
Faeries surveyed the scene before her with a shrewish look upon her beautiful face. Across the glade, Bottom 
lay with his head pillowed upon a plump Titania's lap, flakes of paint falling pathetically from his papier-mache 
head as he mumbled his way through his lines. 


"Methinks she hath imbibed an excess of ambrosia," she muttered sourly. Was this how mortals saw the Fae 
in these modern times? No wonder Oberon begged to be spared the yearly tribute. Undoubtedly he was up to 


no good in the woods. 


"| shall find him, twisted up with mine retinue. Asleep after hours of debauchery, when all | have had are rude 
mechanicals who are in no way satisfying," she grumbled as the lesser-Titania finished delivering a wooden 


declaration of love. The papier-mache head continued to crumble as she looked on 


Sighing morosely, she conjured a goblet of ambrosia, and settled back on her throne to observe the rest of 
the tribute. Two more acts to go... 


